"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

do not preach, Charles. Leave that to this person who
is dressed partly in leather. It is his profession: it is
not yours.

CHARLES. The Protestants will not let me do any-
thing else, my dear. But come! Mr Newton has asked
us to leave his house many times. And we must not
forget that he never asked us to come into it. But I have
a duty to fulfil before we go. I must reconcile him with
Mr Kneller, who must paint his portrait to hang in the
rooms of the Royal Society.

KNELLER. It is natural that your Majesty should
desire a work of mine for the Society. And this man's
head is unusual, as one would expect from his being a
philosopher: that is, half an idiot. I trust your Majesty
was pleased with my sketch of Her Grace of Cleveland.

BARBARA. Your filthy caricature of Her Grace of
Cleveland is under your feet. You are walking on it.

KNELLER \J>icking up a fragment and turning it over to
identify it] Has the King torn up a work of mine? I
leave the country this afternoon.

CHARLES. I would much sooner have torn up
Magna Carta. Her Grace tore it up herself.

KNELLER. It is a strange fact, your Majesty, that no
living man or woman can endure his or her portrait if
it tells all the truth about them.

BARBARA. You lie, you miserable dauber. When
our dear Peter Lilly, who has just died, painted me as
I really am, did I destroy his portrait? But he was a
great painter; and you are fit only to whitewash un-
mentionable places.

CHARLES. Her Grace's beauty is still so famous that
we are all tired of it. She is the handsomest woman in
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